TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
"I'm afraid not, no. My little girl wanted her ever so badly,
but we said kittens in war-time and milk rationed and you can't
always get someone to drown them and I should hate to do it
myself. .. You see, my son's away; and we don't know ourselves
how long we're to stay here; it depends; we might be moved
any time, they won't say. It's all so uncertain in war-time. Of
course a Tom you can take anywhere, but you did say this was a
female, didn't you ? And that's different. . ."
All perfectly reasonable.
Twice, however, I thought at last I had been successful and
could begin to sorrow over Josephine left behind in the country,
instead of frantically wondering whether I should have to face the
worst and give an order which would be the consequence of...
not being able to leave her behind in the country. But each time
the respite was brief. "I didn't know she was going to have
kittens at once." And that was perfectly reasonable, too. The
second time my hope was built on a firmer foundation than merely
on suppressing the awful truth. A friend of Sophia was told with
some eloquence of our predicament; for she had previously taken
a fancy to Josephine the Beautiful, remarking quite rightly that
the girl could do with a lot of love—("Well, it depends," said
Josephine, "there's love and love. I don't always want to be
mauled about, but I like to sleep on an eiderdown or inside the bed
if it's cold and not be flung out at once as they do in their unfeeling
way, the brutes. And I like partridge, too, when it's high")—so
she was prepared to take Josephine with the impending Bill Brewer,
Jan Stewer, Peter Gurney, Peter Davey, Dan'l Widden, 'Any
'Awk, old Uncle Tom Cobleigh and all. But then this lady was
moved from Oxford to carry on her war-work somewhere up
North, and could not know whether she would be lodged amid
sufficient benevolence as to include a female semi-Persian big with
kittens. My disappointment was bitter, for time was racing
along and it seemed as though I had exploited every chance,
even to accosting strange children in the lanes when I went for
a moody walk and Josephine followed me (she often preferred
an organized walk lately; for what was the good of swashbuckling
on obstreperous adventure when you were like this ?). "Oh, look,'
the children would cry, admiring Josephine, "it follows just like
a dog." If only Josephine had been "it", it might have been like
anything it liked. But I prattled with the children, and told them
as a lovely great secret that I was giving Josephine away and please
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